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corners, the very hamal pauses under his load as
he passes down the hills and lights the little roll
of tobacco which he carries all ready in the rags
about his waist. Iced water and syrups come
later ; still later tongues will be loosened over the
convivial evening meal; but for the moment
what more can a man want than the elusive joy
of tobacco-smoke ?
From that hour until dawn time passes gaily in
Constantinople, and especially in Stamboul, the
Turkish quarter. The inhabitants are afoot, the
mosques are crowded with worshippers, the coffee-
shops are full of men eating, drinking, smoking,
and listening to songs and to the tales of story-
tellers. The whole city is bright with twinkling
lamps; the carved platforms round the minarets,
which are like the capitals of pillars supporting
the great dome of the sky, are hung about with
lights, and, slung on wires between them, sen-
tences from the Koran blaze out in tiny lamps
against the blackness of the night. As you look
across the Golden Horn the slender towers of the
minarets are lost in the darkness, rings of fire hang
in mid-air over Stamboul, the word of God flames
forth in high heaven, and is reflected back from
the waters beneath. Towards morning the lamps
fade and burn out, but at dusk the city again
decks herself in her jewels, and casts a glittering
reflection into her many waters.
On the twenty-fourth night the holy month
reaches its culminating point. It is the Night of